her head imperceptibly, as though in negation, and dis-
appeared. The hand, this single, lonely hand circled
more restlessly over the coverlet.
" What are you doing, my friend ? " Helene asked,
bent close to Kranich's mouth. She could now see what
difficulty his breathing gave him, weak hasty breathing
between bis dried lips.
"Tidy up—everything—in order—formalities/' he
whispered, and since he was not able to form any con-
sonants any more, it was indistinct and unintelligible.
Helene was completely enveloped in the feverish atmos-
phere that surrounded him, and bending dose over him,
she began to whisper. She saw him disappearing down
a deep, dark gorge, and as she began to talk, as she
spread the blessing of her lies over the dying man,
she felt as though she were holding a light, as though she
were guiding Hm in the darkness, as though she were
accompanying her friend a little way on the hard and
troublous path on which he was wandering with ever-
shortening breath, ever-weakening pulse.
" Yes," ,she said, " yes, dear one. Everything shall be
put in order. I should like to become your wife: not
only because of the stones. Not only because of Tintin,
But because I am fond of you. I am fond of you—can you
hear me ? I am very glad that you are so much better
to-day, that you have improved so much. In three days
everything will be quite different. Fm not going to let
you go, I'm going to keep a tight hold on you. I am
holding you, Kranich, can you feel me ? You will live.
We will live together. In the summer we will go to
Switzerland. You must meet Tintin. For Tintin will be
your child then. You will live. You want to live ? Do
you hear me ? I am quite dose to you. You will live,
Kranich."
The hand on the coverlet stopped. Kranich opened his
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